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RETURN   JOURNEY

As I should have to land at night, I tested a Holt
flare before leaving the ground. Some officers and men
were playing cricket on the aerodrome. It was a calm,
restful evening, although there was rather a black
gloom away to the west over the mountains. I flew
fairly low down over the chai where I knew that Eric
Pollard was having a bathing party with the armoured
cars. Soon I spotted the cars parked on a sand bank,
and saw the party splashing about in the shallow glisten-
ing water. They looked just like tiny frogs in a pool.
I flew on for a bit, climbing a little, and then bore rather
to the west, following the rugged line of the hills, which
led me down towards Tauk.

The sun was shining in a golden haze over the western
plain, covering it with a mild glory in which stood
the whale-backed hills by Alton Keupri. I saw more
butterflies flying through the blue air. Over the
mountains in the east it was black; and above the gloom
rose the most glorious white cumulus, with sharply cut
shadows in its massive structure, pale mauve. The
shape of the cloud was a thing of beauty to behold, like
a huge white edifice reared aloft in the sky.

When I passed over Tuz the sun was sinking below
the horizon; and when I had left the Jebel Hamrin like
a troubled line of shadowy breakers behind me, the red
ball of the sun dropped into the blue-grey desert, as
into the sea. But the afterglow lasted long after I had
flown between the rivers at N8$.

It is almost impossible to describe the gradual approach
of night when one is flying: the imperceptible brighten-
ing of the exhaust flame; the folding up of all the tones
of the scene into repose; how nature gathers her blue